OUR    BAD                             245

upright any more, for he has to nod and smile so
many hundred times an hour that his neck is now
fixed in a little forward curve. The guests themselves
are expected to be equally polite. To leave the
dining-room or enter the lounge, if you intend to do
the thing properly, is a formidable business, like being
a member of a royal family. When polite guests in-
tend to go for a walk or for a drive in one of the little
carriages, they seem to shake hands and say "Auf
Wiedersehen" all round. When they actually leave
the hotel for home, I suspect they do it very early in
the morning, otherwise the final greetings, which must
be on a colossal scale, would take up most of the day.
As it is, a conventional guest here, after taking the
waters in the mornings, need not worry about the rest
of the day, for he can pass the hours between meals
and naps simply exchanging the usual greetings. The
next time I stay at an English hotel, I shall probably
forget where I am, go round smiling and nodding and
greeting everybody, and be locked up as a lunatic.

It is not quite true to say that nothing ever happens
in this town. Last Sunday, there was the annual fair,
and we were fortunate to be here and see it. All the
peasants for miles around came in, mostly on bicycles,
and all the beer-rooms along the main street seemed to
be filled with trombone and euphonium players who
were emptying huge jugs. The fair itself was nothing
out of the ordinary, being the usual collection of little
merry-go-rounds and stalls, but the people attending
the fair hardly belonged to this world at all. Most of